CHAPTEE  VI
" We can hope to see this man and this woman growing daily "by one another's strength. We can by hope see them in their home, drawing all men to the ways of love, and by their work making the world gladder and holier."
OUR betrothal gave unqualified pleasure to Mr. Barnett's parents and family, and Miss Octavia's letter written on the day after our engagement expresses her beautiful mind, and her deep friendship for us both :
14, NOTTINGHAM PLACE, June 25th, 1872.
DEAB ME. BABNETT,—How can we ever any of us thank God enough ? He gathers us all in the hollow of His hand and takes care of us. How one seems to see in this an earnest of the mighty blessings He will pour upon you both in the long glad years to come, which one seems to see before one in a vision. Not their exact form, of course—for how little that matters ?—but something of their spirit, something of their power, something of their growth.
You will imagine how I have been praying for you both, all day long, first that what was really right might be, that all that was unreal might be subdued, and the strong great truth alone prevail. At first I dare not pray or hope for anything that might seem to me best, but after a time I seemed to know that I was not mistaken about what was best, and that it was all safe and sure of fulfilment, and I hardly seemed to need to open your letter, it all seemed so sure. What it did most for me, therefore, was to make me feel your kindness in letting me in to share a little of your joy; it is very good of you both. Henceforward one may feel that what you do she does, and what she does you do. And this letter in the same way is for you both.
I should like to have been " kind and helpful" to you both, but I have felt on the contrary, as everyone must at such times, so utterly helpless ; in fact, one is terrified to say or not to say, to do or not to do anything ; no human power, no human love seems great enough to meddle, it can even at its best only stand aside in reverent sympathy and prayer, trusting that God's mighty truth will prevail in its own good time. But the days may come when a friend may be able to be more, and then you may both know that while I live I never could fail you.
What your help has been to me no one will ever know. I believe it will be even more in the years to come, for whatever makes you both better— —as your love must—will make me richer. So, you see, my joy in the evening's news becomes real selfish joy after all.
And now I can but say once more, God bless you both,—I am sure He will and does abundantly. I am, yours ever faithfully,
OOTAVIA HILL.
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